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NATIONAL ASSOCIATION OF TEACHERS OF SINGING, INC. 
Tenth Annual Eastern Region CQnference 
presents 
ROBIN WILSON, SOPRANO 
David Lofton, Pianist 
WALTER. FORD AUDITORIUM 












Aria: Sommi Dei (Radamisto) 
Aria: Care Selve (Atalanta) 
Dank sei, Dir Herr 
Der Hirt auf dem Felseri 
*Robert Schmidt, Clarinet 
Aria: D'Amor sull' ali rosee 
(11 Trovatore) 
INTERMISSION 
/ Airs Chantes 
I. Air Romantique 
II. Air Champ~tre 
III. Air Grave 
IV. Air Vi£ 




II. Rondo (Peter go ring dem bells) 
III. Recitative (Sometimes I feel like a motherless child) 
IV. Air (Let us break bread together) 
V. Toccata (Ride on, King Jesus) 
* Ithaca College 
School of Music Faculty 
1 
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PROGRAM NOTES . 
SOMKI DEI (Supreme Gods) HANDEL 
Supreme Gods, take heed of my sufferings, protect an unhappy 
soul. 
CARE SELVE (Beloved Forest) 
Beloved forests, cool shades, to you I go in search of my 
beloved. 
DANK SKI DIR, HERR (Praise be to Thee) 
Praise be to thee, Lord God of Hosts 
By Thy love hast Thou led Thy people Israel 
Safe through the sea. 
Like as a shepherd leadeth his flock, 
Lord, by Thy . hand guideth them with loving kindness 
In Thy goodness, Thou gave salvation. 
Praise be to thee, Lord God of Hosts. 
DER HIRT AUF DEM FELSEN (Shepherd on the Rock) 
When on the mountaintop I stand, 
So far above the meadowland and carol, 
Upon the lowly darkling sea 
A friendly voice sings back to me 
Reechoing so sweetly. 
My voice is ringing far and near 
The answer comes resounding clear 
To cheer me, to cheer me 
The loved ones lives so far away 
I long for her by night and day, my darling, my darling. 
In deepest gloom I pine and sign 
The world is dark and drear 
Upon the earth my visions die 
My heart is lonesome hear. 
With longing rang his tender lay, 
With longing rang his tale of love 
And all who heard till dawn of day 
Were drawn to heaven above. 
The springtime is coming, the month of merry May, 
I'll make myself ready, then up and away 
My voice is ringing far and near 
The answer come resounding clear 
The springtime is coming, the month of merry May 




D'AHOR SOLL ALI' ROSEK (Il Trovatore) 
(Love, Fly on Rosy Pinions) 
VERDI 
Leonora sings this plaintive aria in Act IV, outside the palace 
of Aliaferia where her lover Manrico, defeated by Count di Luna's 
men, is confined in the dungeon. It reveals her heartfelt grief 
for the sorrows which she cannot relieve. "Console his spirit 
failing. Let hope's soft whispers wreathing around him, comfort 
breathing. Recall to his fond remembrance sweet visions of his 
love; but let no accent reveal to him the sorrows, the griefs my 
heart doth move." 
/ 
AIRS CBANTES POULENC 
AIR ROMANTIQOE (Romantic Song) 
The countryside I wandered 
tho' storm and wind defied me 
The clouds hung low above in morning light so wan; 
A raven black as night, took wing as tho' to guide me, 
and thro' the pools of driven rain I stumbled on. 
The distant lightning played and flashed in splendor fleeting, 
Bitter the wind that blew, to cry of sorrow stirred; 
Yet was my heart for some vague terror loudly beating; 
And stronger than the storm which passed as tho' unheard. 
Autumn, with jealous hand, her part in nature playing 
Gather'd the golden leaves from ash and maple tree; 
Yet still the bird, aloft, no weariness betraying, 
Forever onward flew, and gave no thought to me. 
AIR CHAKPETRE (A Country Song) 
Lake so silent, lake so silent 
Alas! I ever must remember 
How once to thee my friendship led 
I gazed into thy features so fair, radiant goddess 
Half lost in the sedge and the moss by the shore. 
If it had only lived 
The friendship I am grieving 
Oh nymph, to follow thee enslaved 
Mingle but for a while 
With winds that round thee play to thy hidden waves. 
Lake so silent, lake so silent Alas! 
I ever must remember 
How once to thee by friendship led 
I gazed on thee, radiant goddess so fair. 
,, 
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AIR GRAVE (Song Of Grief) 
Oh, depart from my mind, all angry thoughts of pain 
Oh, remorse, Oh! disgrace! 
Cruel memories of old that beat about my brain 
As in death-like embrace. 
Moss covered, winding paths and fountains lightly flowing 
Rock laden caverns, mold song of birds and the wind, 
Dim shadows now growing of beast in forest wild 
Oh creatures great and small, 
Oh, joy of living spurn and reject me now 
Oh, nature gladness giving, but hear me when I cry! 
Oh! depart from my soul, remorse, disgrace! 
AIR VIF (Brisk Song) 
See the orchard is white, the countryside reJoices 
Meadow and field and grove are breaking into bloom 
Alas, Alas, Alas, Alas, 
Hark to the voices of winds that sigh above. 
But thou ocean serene 
Never moment shaken tho~ the storms rage around, peerless and 
greater still 
If once thy sorrow waken, now in dreams thou art bound. 
(f 
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AIR o-LIA (Lia-s Recitative and Aria) 
Year after year passes in vain! 
At each returning season 
Their games and diversions sadden me against my will: 
They reopen my wound and my sorrow deepens •• • 
I seek the solitary shore ••• 
Involuntary grief! 
Idle exertions! 
Lia ever laments the child she has no more! ••• 
Azael! Azael! Why have you forsaken me? ••• 
How calm the evenings were 
On the elm-studded plain, 
When burdened with the harvest, 
The large red oxen were guided home. 
When the toil was over, 
Children, old people and servants, 
Workers in the fields or shepherds, 
Praised the blessed hand of the Lord, 
And so the days followed each other, 
And in the devout family, 
The you and the maiden 
Exchanged vows of chaste love. 
Others do not feel the weight of old age, 
Finding happiness in their children, 
They watch the years pass by, 
Without regret and without sadness ••• 
How heavily time weighs on disconsolate hearts! 
Azael! Why have you forsaken me! 
• 
DEBUSSY 
